TRAVEL-DIARY
tions were the best obtainable on the train: a two-berth
coupe in the first-class coach. This coach was almost the
only one in the immensely long train whose roof was
painted with camouflage: we speculated on the advantages
and disadvantages of our presumed invisibility from the
air. The station officials were nervous too, perhaps; for our
departure was punctual to the minute. As we drew slowly
down the platform, soldiers and police stood to attention
and saluted. One of the passengers—a pale, calm young
man, with a long whippet-nose and protruding under-lip
—bowed in silent acknowledgment; he was evidently an
important Government official. The whole effect was
slightly sinister—like watching your own military funeral
from the gun-carriage itself.
Our train puffed leisurely out through the suburbs, into
the open country. At this stage of the journey I blessed
the driver's caution; for the Consul had added to my ner-
vousness by tales of bombed bridges imperfectly repaired
with bamboo stakes. Besides, if the Japanese came over,
you could jump out of the window without the slightest
risk. Standing in the corridor we made friends with a
Chinese bank-director who assured us that, all being well,
we should reach Hankow in two days and three nights
only. Our spirits rose considerably.
Actually we saw the traces of only one air-raid, at a
small station where we stopped soon after dark. A bomb
had landed right beside the track; the ruins of the waiting-
room were scattered around its crater. If there were other
such ruins we must have passed them after we had gone
to bed. There were many hold-ups and long waits* By
night we travelled much more slowly than by day*
There was no restaurant on this tram, but the stewards
provided plenty of food. There was even a special Euro-
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